"He's not on the rope/' she objected. "It might take
him a minute to cast it all loose."

"That's the old way, lady," Rhesus said. "We got the
new way with a lever and a tumbler. It only needs one
jerk of the arm to bring it all down bang."

"It's the next speaker there'll be the row about," she
said. "Could you possibly warn the curtain-man?"

"That's the Prince, the next speaker? I'll try to catch
Mega's eye."

He made a sudden swift jerk of his hand. Megabyzus,
used to such signals, looked across with an amused con-
tempt. Instantly Rhesus began to telegraph with the
swift silent alphabet in use among the stage-hands.
Megabyzus followed the message with an amused
neglect.

"I told him to stand by to drop the curtain if there's
a row," Rhesus said. "He don't seem to pay much heed.
But there won't be much row, lady; these are all lords
and ladies here; besides, the Patriarch's guards are here.'*

The Patriarch seldom went abroad without his Guard
of Religious Knights, or Company of St. George, who
wore white, with a great red cross. Theodora had not
seen any of them at the theatre.

She said: "Here?  I have not seen any of them."

"They've got them there," Rhesus said, jerking his
head to the back of the stage.

At this point Symmachus cried aloud that his duty
was, after all, not to speak but to introduce to them the
speaker of the meeting, His Royal Highness, the Prince
Justinian.

He remained standing, as Justinian rose. All the hun-
dreds of devoted Blues in the house rose to greet Justinian
with cheers and the refrains of songs. Theodora Half
expected to see arrows dart from the box close to her
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